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There\'s No Aphrodisiac Like Loneliness 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first Tommy/Nikki story. Hope everyone enjoys. 


Groupies. | love groupies. They're awesome. 


| like the blondes, especially ones with nice big boobies. Boobs are the best thing on the planet, next to playing 


the drums of course. 


Nikki is the best because he always lets me have first pick of the blondes. | know he likes blondes too so it 
means a lot when he lets me have first go. There were plenty of blondes in the crowd tonight so we both 
have one. Mine is called Tammy and she's wearing a tight red dress that shows off her tits to perfection 
Tommy and Tammy, that sounds good, doesn't it? 


Nikki has his arm around another girl, | don't remember her name. He suggests we all head back to our room, 


sounds like a good idea to mel 


I'm so happy right now. | have a girl on my arm, my best friend with me and Motley is on it's first major 
tour. Ok, so we're the opening act but Jeez, man, we're opening for Ozzy, he's so frikken awesome. Nikki says 
that soon we'll be headlining our own tours, | believe him because he gets this look in his eyes when he talks 
about the band, like he has a map in his head and all we have to do is follow it and all of our dreams will come 


true. 


Aw, | don't think that made any sense, but | don't care. Tammy just giggled at something | said which I'm 
pretty sure wasn't all that funny and her boobs are pressing against my side so it's all good. We're back in me 


and Nikki's hotel room now and Sixx is ordering us up a couple of bottles of Jack so we can really get things 


going. 


Me and Tammy are sitting on one of the beds, we kiss for a while. That's good. She's so soft, her hair smells 
like candy. | put my hand down the front of her dress and grab one of those lovely titties and that's even 
better. 


Things are just starting to get fucking fantastic when the door to our room is ripped open (Nikki mustn't have 
locked it, he's always forgetting to do stuff like that) and a small, plump woman with dark hair is standing 
there. 


Oh God, its fucking Sharon Mrs Ozzy Osborne. 


Sharon does not like groupies. She's worried we'll all get diseases and die. She says that we're young and it's 


her duty as a responsible adult to make sure we start our musical career off on the right foot. 


"There you are," her high pitched voice screeches at us, "look at you both! What have | told you about 


groupies, they're no good." 


She physically grabs Tammy away from me and Nikki's girl too and pushes them both out the door. She turns 


then, a triumphant smirk on her round face, 


"And don't you think about getting more, I've got some of our people in the hall, they'll tell me if you're being 
bad." 


And just like that she's gone. | almost cry. Like, | can feel the tears in my eyes and everything. | can't though, 
not because of any macho thing, but because | have to stop Nikki from ramming straight through the door 
and killing her. 


| grab him around the neck just as he makes a run for the door, "Dude, you can't kill her, she's the headliner's 


wife!" 


He seems to hear me because he doesn't go through the door, instead he makes do with screaming about 


what a massive cunt bitch Sharon is and kicking the wall. Whew, crisis averted. 


| sit back down on my bed. Great, now | have a massive boner and nobody to do anything about it. I'll have to 
wait for Nikki to go to sleep so | can jerk off. 


Ugh, at least l'm not alone, Nikki looks like he's in a similar sort of situation and he has the disadvantage of 


being completely naked so it's totally more obvious on him. 
Not that I'm looking. Its just sort of hard to look away. 


He stops pacing and snapping and looks up at me, he seems to be just remembering I'm here. His eyes rest on 
me and then scan up and down my body slowly. Then he gets this look on his face and it's a look | instantly 
recognise. It's not the wild look he gets when he talks about Motley and the future and it's not the broad smile 
he gets when he's laughing. No, it's the same look he gets when he's looking at girls. It's intense, dude, it's the 
same look a snake gives to some tiny mouse thing, the girls just freeze when they see it and then they're 


putty in his hands. 

That's how | feel right now, like a little mouse hypnotised. About to be devoured by the Nikki Snake. 

"| don't want to get eaten!" | hear myself yell. Christ, why do | always say the stupidest stuff out loud? 

He looks confused for a second, but then he smirks and the predatory look is back. 

He slithers over to my bed and lies down next to me, "Hey T-Bone, how you doing there, man?" 

"Just great, dude. Jeez, that was something with Sharon wasn't it? What a bitch! | can't believe her, where 
does she get off? Great show tonight, wasn't it? You were on fire by the way. Vince and Mick were too, | 
think. Everyone was great, we're great. Yep, everything's fucking fantastic. Anyway, I'm pretty tired so | might 
just turn in," | reply. My voice keeps getting higher and higher as | speak and all of my words come out on top 
of each other. 

| am such a spaz. 

Nikki just chuckles, deep in his throat. | can feel it vibrate through me. His hand starts to rub my thigh and 
then over the bulge in my pants. Apparently my penis doesn't care whether it's getting male or female 


attention. Damn traitor. 


"Looks like you got a bit of a problem there, Tommy. | can take care of that for you," he hisses, his mouth is 


so close to my head his tongue touches my ear when he speaks, "we can take care of each other." 
Oh God, this can't be fucking happening. | know what's going to happen, he's going to fuck me like he fucks those 
girls, like he fucks Vince sometimes. | used to hear them, back when we lived together. I'd hear the slapping of 


the their flesh and Vince's whimpering and Nikki calling him a dirty slut over and over again 


| don't want to be a dirty slut, | don't want to be any type of slut. So | start to struggle, | try to get away. 


It's hard though, I'm taller but he's heavier and stronger than me. 
"Ugh..mph, why don't you get Vince to take care of you like you used to?" 


He laughs again, "Vince still does take care of me, T-Bone. But he's not here right now and you are. C'mon, | 


know you want to." 


"No, | don't. | don't wanna be your bitch," | try to roll away but he has a grip on my arms and | end up with 


him on top of me. 


"Who said anything about you being a bitch?" he asks, green eyes unblinking, "I was just gonna suck you off. 
But if you don't want to." 


He rolls off me then and walks back over to his bed. The loss of his weight on top of me is sudden and | miss 
it for some weird reason. | sit up, panting, and look over at him. He's just sitting there calmly, reading a 


maqgazi ne. 


My boner is now even more of a problem and his offer of a blow job is looking more and more like a good idea. 
Hell, being his bitch is even starting to seem attractive, Vince seems to like it. 


"| spose a blow job would be Ok," | mutter, | don't want to seem too into the idea. 

"Oh no, you said you don't want it. | couldn't possibly take advantage of you Tommy, you're my friend." 
Bastard. 

"But | want to." | sit on the edge of his bed, poke at his arm a little. 

"No, no. It's against my morals, I'd practically be raping you." 

God, he's going to make me beg. Fine, | can play his game. 


| rest my head on his shoulder and hug him around the neck, just like I've seen Vince do to him, "Please Nikki." | 


give my eyelashes a bit of a flutter, Vince does that all the time. 


Nikki bares his teeth at me, it takes me a second to realise it's a smile, and starts to laugh, "Dude, Vince can 
pull the cutesy thing off, you can't" Then in a flash he's back on top of me, got my arms pinned to the bed. 


"lIl give you an A for effort though," he snarls before kissing me brutally. 
Fuck, he's hurting me. | can barely breath, he's so heavy. Then he stops and | feel like I've been winded, he's 


sucked the life out of me. His hands are suddenly on my jeans, undoing the button, barely bothering with the 
fly before pulling them down roughly. My hard on springs out and flops up against my belly. 


The way he looks at it, the ways he's basically panting over my cock, its almost scary. He's so intense it 
makes me feel ashamed all of a sudden, | try to cover myself with my hanas. 


"No, don't," he says, pushing my hands away, " just let me look for a while." 


But he doesn't just look. He starts rubbing his face over it, his stubble feels so odd against my flesh. His skin 
isn't soft like girls, its different, firmer. I'm not sure if | like it though. 


My cock, on the other hand, seems to like it just dandy. Fuck, now he's licking and rubbing his lips up and down 
it. Oh man, that is so good. Fuck, | want him to suck it so bad. Then him and his lips are gone. 


"Shower," he barks, "you're going to take a shower first.” 


Oh well, thankyou. How do you really feel? | don't think | smell too bad, | showered a couple of days ago at 
least. 


"Shower? You're one to talk! Even Mick gagged when you were downwind yesterday." 
"Shut the fuck up and get in the bathroom." 


He shoves me into the en suite and starts turning the taps, sending hot water out of the showerhead. He 
grabs my hand and puts it under the water. 


"How's this?" he asks, a mad look in his eye. 
‘Its fine" The water is a little hotter than | normally like it but not uncomfortable. 


He orders me in and | do what I'm told, my cock wants his lips back on it and l'm not about to argue. | go to 
draw the shower curtain but he stops me with a look and a shake of the head. Then he lowers the cover on 
the toilet and sits down, legs wide apart, hand already on his cock, eyes eating me once again. Fuck, he really is 


a sick freak. 
"Wash yourself Tommy." Calm voice, almost kind. 


| let the water run over my skin, maybe itll calm me a little. If anything it should disguise the fact that I'm 
almost crying. What have | gotten myself into? Where's my best friend gone? | grab the soap and start 
running it over my body, just over my chest and neck to begin with. 


| hear grunts from the toilet, the sound of faint slapping. Shit, did this water just get hotter. Ok, this isn't so 
bad. He'll get himself off watching me shower, give me a blow job, we can go to sleep and tomorrow everything 


will be back to normal. Cool, | can do this. 


So I'll give him a show. | rub the soap between my hands and let them get nice and foamy. Then | rub my 
hands over my chest and stomach and then up and down both my legs and arms. I'm careful to never actually 
touch myself, you know, down there. Gotta tease him a bit, heh heh. When | do start playing with myself | just 
let my fingers graze over it, barely touching. 


| hear a groan from the toilet and a squeaking as he gets up from his seat. Fuck, what does he want now? | 
thought he was gonna finish there. Then I'm being pulled out of the shower and his greedy hands are 


everywhere again. After a few moments of molesting me, the taps are turned off and he throw me a towel. 
"Dry yourself. You have 2 minutes, I'll be waiting.” 


Fuck, fuck, fuck, FUCK. What does he want from me now? Maybe | can squeeze out of the bathroom window. | 
look around furtively, desperately searching for freedom. Argh, there is no bathroom window! This just isn't 
fair. All | want is a blow job and he's making me into his slut. 


He's standing, clenching and unclenching his hands, pacing across the room when | come back out. He's tense, a 
tightly coiled spring. He sees me and pulls me into his arms. His face still has that intensity but his hands are 
gentle, he strokes a wet strand of hair behind my ear and kisses my cheek, his hand on my neck. Then my 


forehead. Then each of my eyelids. 

Ooh, I'm starting to go all noodley. That's not playing fair. 

When he finally kisses my lips | know I've lost any battle there might have been between us. Nikki's tongue is 
soft but insistent inside my mouth. He's going to have me tonight, however he wants. And I'm going to go 
willingly. Isnt there a saying about this? Something about lambs and being led to the slaughter. 

He sits me down on the bed and kneels between my knees. He spreads my legs and sucks the soft flesh on the 


inside of my thighs. | hear him murmuring to me from his position, | can't make out the words. He pushes me 


on the chest and | fall back on the bed. 

When | feel his lips go over the end of my cock it's heaven. What I've wanted all night. Its so fucking good | 
don't complain when a wet finger snakes its way into my hole. | hiss, it burns. | want to tell him, plead with 
him, not to go too fast but | know | won't be able to get the words out. Even if | could would he listen, would 


he care? Shit, at least he's using lube. 


Then he hit's a place inside of me | didn't even know about and | see stars. Fuck that's awesome. He keeps 


hitting it and the stars start to dance, like a display in a museum. | start to feel all warm and dizzy. 
Then he takes his mouth and finger away. The stars disappear, lim bummed. 
"Hey Tommy," he whispers, crawling up the bed so he's on top of me, "you want to do something different?" 


Uh oh, | think | know what's coming. | wonder if I'll like life as a bitch? 


"What?" | ask. 

"You wanna fuck me?" 

Well, | didn't see that one coming (no pun intended). Jeez, | thought he wanted to fuck me, just like with Vinny, 
ya know. | have to say | was a little surprised and | didn't reply for a while. He must have thought | was 


unsure. 


"Please, T-bone. C'mon, you'll like it," he nuzzled my neck as he spoke, "Please, Vince never does it for me and 


it's been so long." 

| have to admit the idea is sort of intriguing. "Well, uh.ok If that's what you want, Nik" 

The smile that comes over him when | agree is so big l'm a little worried his face will crack in half. He 
scrambles off the bed and gets the tube of lubricant off the floor. He squirts a glob into his hand and starts 


rubbing it all over my cock. 


"You've got a big one here T-bore. I've wanted to feel that inside of me for so long. Tell me what you want me 


to do." 


I'm not really sure to be honest. I've never fucked another guy before. | have had anal with a chick before, 


once or twice. It can't be that different. 

"Um, lie down, with your butt in the air. Yeah, like that," | tell him. 

He moves pretty quickly, resting his head on the pillows and shoving his arse up into the air. | kneel behind him, 
grasp his hips firmly, he moans and shudders just from me doing that! Ok, now | have to get him ready. | pour 
some lube down his crack and start rubbing against his hole with my fingers, | haven't even gone inside him 
when he looks over his shoulder and pushes my hand away. 

"That's enough," he groans, "just fuck me already. Fuck me good and hard." 

| push into him and he cries out, clenches the pillow and bites down hard on it. | freeze, have | done it wrong? 


"Shit, you ok man?" 


"Ugh, l'm fine. Keep going." He pushes back against me to illustrate his point. "This is what | want. Oh God, | 


want you." 


| push in further and start to thrust. He moans and wiggles around under me, throwing his mane of spiky, ink 
black hair around. It starts to annoy me so | grab a handful of it, just to keep him still so | can concentrate. 
That drives him mad, he gives this funny keening wail and starts babbling. 


‘Oh Tommy, yes. Pull, it. Fucking rip it out. | deserve it! I've been so bad!" 


Whoa, | knew Nikki was a bit weird but this dude has some serious issues. Why do all the pretty ones have to 


be crazy? 


| grip his hip harder with my other hand, grind my fingernails into his flesh. Then | give his hair a sharp tug 
and order him to jack himself off. Hey, | don't mind playing along. He starts to mew then, only fragments of 


words making it out of his mouth. 


| start thrusting faster and he keeps time with me pretty well, pushing back against me with each stroke. It 
feels incredible to be inside him, he's so hot and tight and the way he keeps wriggling.it's just fucking awesome. 
| don't know if its so good because it's Nikki or because it's wrong or because l'm finally getting to be in 


charge for once but | don't care, when he cries my name out like that | just don't care. 


When | feel myself getting close | lean down, push his own hand away and grab his cock. It's slick and almost 

burns against my palm. | finish him off with a few sharp jerks of my hand, whispering "bitch" and "slut" into 
his ear. He arches his back and pushes into me hard one last time and | feel my eyes roll back into my head, 
my toes curl, my hands grasp, my back spasm.. 


Then it's over. Nikki gives a little grunt as | melt on top of him. We lie like that for what feels like forever, but 
somehow, isn't quite long enough when he decides to gently push me off. | roll off to lie beside him on the bed, 
look over at him. He looks so happy, a sort of dreamy, misty eyed joy plastered over his face. l've never seen 


him like this, he seems.! don't really know how to explain it.content | suppose. 


He takes my hand in his own and we lie like that, next to each other for the rest of the night. It would almost 


be innocent if my cum wasn't leaking out of Nikki's ass. 


| guess we won't need to worry about groupies for a while. 


